ambitions, and ending up as an ineffective intellectual, I had
spent my best years in running after women, I should now
be an old rip in no way disillusioned by events. The world
war, the fall of France, the occupation, Fascism, Hitler's
speeches, and Vichy politics, would be for me no more than
headlines in a newspaper. There would always be girls and
champagne. When there was a great battle on the Russian
front, I should just smile and think of women's legs and
faces. Alas, I am not an old rip, I do think of the Russian
front; I think of what may happen to-morrow ; and I don't
smile.'

It was half-past nine, and most of the clients were still
dining. Many of them had only just begun. At certain
tables, foie gras was being served, and game at others.
Notwithstanding Michaud's tall, broad-shouldered form,
his arrival attracted no attention from the staff. A few of the
clients noticed his worn overcoat, his faded hat and his
ragged necktie. There was no malice in their looks, but
they wondered what he could be doing in a place of this
sort where, as was obvious, his means did not permit him
to dine. Feeling rather nervous he took off his hat, and
after a moment's hesitation, decided to approach a waiter,
who proved quite polite and affable.

' I came in before dinner to see M. Tiercelin, but he was
not here. I was told I might very likely catch him this
evening.'

e M. Tiercelin has just gone down into the bar. He will
be up very soon, but if you want to talk to him, you will be
quieter in the bar than here.'

M. Tiercelin was at the far end of the bar where he was
engaged in conversation with a stout lady enveloped in
silver fox furs, and wearing heavy gold jewellery. Michaud
asked the barman to tell him that the father of Antoine
Michaud, his son's friend, was here.